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THE SALUTATION

THESE little limbs,

These eyes and hands which here I find.
These rosy cheeks wherewith my life begins,

Where have ye been? behind
What curtain were ye from me hid so long,
Where was, in what abyss, my speaking tongue?

When silent I

So many thousand, thousand years
Beneath the dust did in a chaos lie,

How could I smiles or tears
Or lips or hands or eyes or ears perceive?
Welcome ye treasures which I now receive.

in
I that so long
Was nothing from eternity,
Did little think such joys as ear or tongue
To celebrate or see:
Such sounds to hear, such hands to feel, such feet.
Beneath the skies on such a ground to meet.